leaf you hadn*t noticed before; perhaps you find a
violet under it, or a bluebell or a lightning bug; per-
haps only another leaf or a blade of grass* But there^s
always a drop of dew on it.*3 He continued to .-stroke
her hand upon his face. With her other hand she turned
the magazine slowly on5 listening to him with fond and
serene detachment*

"Did you write to Belle often ?59 she repeated. "What
did you say to her?39

"I wrote what she wanted to read. What all 'Tomen
want in letters. People are really entitled to half of
what they think they should have."
" "What did you tell her?" Narcissa persisted? turn-
ing1 the pages slowly, her passive hand in his^ following
the stroking movement of his,

"I told her I was unhappy. Perhaps I was," he
added* His Bister freed her hand quietly and laid it on
the page./lle said:

"I admire Belle. She9s so cannily stupid. Once I
feared htr. Perhaps . . . No91'don't. I am immune to
destruction: I have a magic* Which is a good sign that
1 am due for it, say the sages,*5 he added. "But then?
acquired wisdom is a dry thing; it has a way of crum-
bling to dust where a sheer and blind coursing of stupid
sap is impervious." He sat without touching her^ in
rapt and instantaneous repose* "Not like yours^ O
Serene/9 he said^ waking again. Then he fell to saying
"Dear old Narcy," and again he took her hand. It did
not withdraw; neither did it wholly surrender.

al don't think you ought to say I'm dull so often*
Horry,** she said.

"Neither do I," he agreed, "But I must take some
sort of revenge on perfection.5*

Later she lay in her dark room. Across the corridor
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